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One 


Author's Notes: 

Dear requestor - | know this is short but hopefully it does the job. 

Warning for mild w/s, mostly urgency. Also mention of Pete's.. stature. | really hope this doesn't squick you. 
Using the long thing (trough) instead of individual urinals in this loo, as I've seen on British TV shows. If there's 
a better name, tell me! 

| don't ‘know' Pete anywhere near as well as the other Leppards - | had to make up his persona in this fic. 


For the rest of you: don't like, don't read! 


-1980 


It was solely happenstance that Steve stopped in the loo half a minute after he'd seen Pete head off in that 
direction. They had finished their set about an hour ago and were still in their stage clothes, the pub patrons 
keeping them supplied with drinks and some of the few girls in the audience chatting them up. 


Steve had wondered about Pete's choice in costume. That's how he thought of what they wore onstage. He'd 
never dress like that in real life. None of them did really. He had a jumpsuit too, but it was faded blue and 


baggy, where-as Pete's was quite..sexy. The black suited him, too, between his raven hair and near-onyx eyes. 
The two of them were good foils, looks-wise as well as well-suited guitar partners, when Pete wasn't drunk off 
his ass. They all drank like fish - which was just what young blokes did, after all - but Pete really couldn't 
handle his. 


As he approached the trough, Steve reflected with a little grin to himself that that was just as much for 
Pete's ability - or non-ability - to hold his water as the effect of drink on his personality. There was the man 
at hand standing before the other end of the trough, but he wasn't pissing. For a moment or two, Steve forgot 
this oddity while he released his own flood, bouncing up on his toes a few times near the end before the final 


shake-off. 


Then he noticed his bandmate was still there and he hadn't gone yet. In fact, he was pulling at the front of his 
jumpsuit at chest-level and all his muscles were clenched, his legs crossed at the ankles. It didn't take much to 
comprehend what was going on. Still, Steve wasn't going to miss a chance to take the piss out of him, as it 


were. 


"Problems?" he inquired, in as innocent as he could make his voice. Zipping himself up, Steve crossed to the lone 
sink in the room to wash his hands. The sound of running water wasn't going to help Pete's problem in the 


least. 


"Yeah! My fucking zipper is stuck, and I'm ten seconds from bursting!” Pete growled. He managed to disengage 
the zip from whatever fragment of fabric it has been snarled in but in lowering it, the same thing happened 


again. "Goddammit!" he cursed. "For fuck's sake, gotta go so baal" 


Leaning against the wall near the door but not near enough to get smacked by it should it open, Steve asked 
unhelptully, "What are you gonna do? Piss yourself?" 


Just saying that seemed to heighten Pete's desperation "No Steve, that can't happen! | can't go back out there 
like that! Help me, you sodding sonofabitch!" 


"Nice way to ask for assistance in such a delicate operation,” Steve was just toying with the slight guitarist 
now, though he did keep an eye out to gauge the level of distress. "I guess you had more beer than usual.” 


"Well they're buying," Pete muttered while continually pulling and twisting at the material of the jumpsuit. He 
had wrestled the zip down to waist level. One would have thought he could just pull his arms out of the 
sleeves and wiggle it down the rest of the way, but it was very form-fitting, almost spandex tight. Steve 
couldn't help but eying the tiny bum now that Pete was turned away and pre-occupied. Small as he was, Pete 
would probably beat the ever-living shit out of him if he ever suspected such latent proclivities from his co- 
guitarist. 


"Just break the zipper,” Steve suggested. 


All he got for that was an indignant squeak and then, "This cost fifty quid..me mum wouldn't thank me." 


He watched the yanking grow more urgent. Pete was doing what Steve had heard in America referred to as 
the pee-pee dance. "Tell your mum why your precious clothes are soaked in your wee," he continued the 


harangue. It was a strange mood he was in. Normally he would never be so bold. Must be some weird revenge 


for Pete's potty mouth. 


"Steve... | can't hold it much longer... this bloody jumpsuit.. please try to get it undone... I'm desperate!!! Pete's 


voice had risen several steps both in volume and tone. "Please!" he repeated, a first. 


"Fine, but you owe me," Steve put on a begrudging inflection He made an executive decision and locked the door 
before cautiously approaching Pete. No way would either of them be able to explain it or live it down if anyone 


else should discover them like that, considering what Steve was going to have to do. 


"Alright, move your hands. My fingers are stronger than yours." Whether that was true or not was debatable. 
Pete played a mean guitar and his Hamers and Gibsons were the same size as Steve's despite how little he 


was, something more noticeable now that Steve stood right next to him; he was a full head taller. 


At first, the blond tried to save the movable fastening but at this point it wasn't moving at all. Likely Pete had 
snarled it worse or possibly broken its teeth in all his struggles. "Don't break it!" warned Pete, though by now 


he was bouncing up and down. 


Shaking his head, Steve kneeled on the floor to get a better look. All he could see was a swatch of cloth caught 
between the two rows of the zipper that was supposed to overlap in their neat rows. In a last-ditch effort, 
over the sound of Pete's hitching little groans, he slid one hand down inside the jumpsuit to try to work the 
thing from a different angle. 


"That had better not be a boner!" he yelped. Sure, he'd looked, but that wasn't anything he'd ever touched, 


other than his own. 


"I can't help it, between having to piss so bad and." Pete looked down for the first time, his black eyes boring 
into Steve's soul. In the last three seconds it had swelled from half-hard from urgency to fully, steely erect. It 
wasn't anywhere near the size of Steve's own unit, but that was another story. "Jesus Christ, how am | 


supposed to go now??l" Pete sounded like he was about to cry.. or come. 


"You'll have to wait it out" Steve shrugged, not really moving. Dare he offer another solution? He pressed his 
face to Pete's flank, not breaking their eye contact. "One-time deal, mate. You'd better keep your mouth shut, 


too. 


That was another thing that was debatable, but Steve reckoned he had plausible deniability as long as no one 
broke the door down in the next two minutes. With another groan, longer and lower this time, Pete nodded. His 
bangs fell in his eyes, and his full lips seemed to puff up another size. "Then open your mouth. Hurry up!" 


There was that. "Fine. No telling, and no bitching. I've never done this before." They'd all been on the receiving 
end of filthy dirty two-minutes-in-the-loo blow jobs but it truly was Steve's first time giving head. First 
order of business, he reached up again and tore the zipper open, cringing at the metallic ripping sound but he 
knew those kinds of things could be repaired. Aware of the piss trough inches away and the nasty floor, Steve 
waited for Pete to disengage his arms and then ripped the zipper apart further till it was down below the 
other man's bulge, which was certainly going on in his pants, expanding by the second. Steve wasn't surprised 


to see a small damp patch. 


Pete took his dick out in a jerky, uncoordinated motion, moving in on Steve's face. If it was possible, his pubic 
hair was blacker than that on his head. He didn't say anything but expectantly rubbed the domed, purplish head 


against Steve's lower lip. 


A flick of his tongue and Steve couldn't do anything but what he'd promised and opened his mouth. He couldn't 
say he wasn't privately grateful he didn't have to choke down a monster. The turgid flesh was hot inside his 
mouth, almost jumping in eagerness. For being the size of a twelve-year-old in most respects, Pete was clearly 
accustomed to this kind of attention, fisting Steve's hair and pumping his hips and damn if that wasn't sexy, 
too. He knew the theory, but stretching his oral cavity while tightening his lips around the hot cylinder took all 
Steve's concentration. In and out, the helplessly hardened flesh slid faster and he pushed his tongue against the 


underside vein. 


Signs that Steve knew well from being blown himself and wanking appeared quickly, stronger pulses and Pete's 
balls pulling tight. He hadn't gagged before but he did when spurts of bitter, warm slick hit the back of his 
throat. As he glanced up, he saw Pete's eyes were squeezed shut tight. The grip in his hair grew painful 
enough to pull out a few strands, then released. 


Immediately, Steve pulled away and spit his mouthful into the piss trough. He knew it wasn't polite but he didn't 
want to puke. Really, it was more the texture and temperature that had grossed him out, not actually blowing 


a bloke. 


Getting to his feet, Steve addressed his bandmate who appeared to be waiting for his dick to go down enough 
to pee. It wasn't long before it sounded like a waterfall in there, the sounds echoing off the tiles. Thinking it a 
bloody miracle no one had tried to get in, Steve dusted off his knees. "Put yourself together. I'll be in the pub," 
he said shortly. 


Pete said nothing. And he never did. 


Fin. 


